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But you, my Lord, renounced Attorneyship,
With better purpose, and more noble aim.
And wisely play'd a more substantial game.            160
Nor did Law mourn, bless'd in her younger son,
For MANSFIELD7 does what GLOSTER would have done.
Doctor, Dean, Bishop, Gloster, and my lord,
If haply these high titles may accord
With thy meek spirit, if the barren sound                165
Of pride delights thee, to the topmost round
Of Fortune's ladder got, despise not One,
For want of smooth hypocrisy undone,
Who, far below, turns up his wond'ring eye,
And, without envy, sees Thee plac'd so high;           170
Let not thy Brains (as Brains less potent might)
Dizzy, confounded, giddy with the height,
Turn round, and lose distinction, lose her skill
And wonted pow'rs of knowing good from ill,
Of sifting Truth from falsehood, friends from foes;   175
Let GLOSTER well remember, how he rose,
Nor turn his back on men who made him great;
Let Him not, gorg'd with pow'r, and drunk with state,
Forget8 what once he was, tho' now so high;
How low, how mean, and full as poor as I.             180